AMONG    OTHERS

writing home myself, I played Patience. How many
thousands of games of Miss Milligan was I not
destined to play during the next three years! Patience
is the sovereign soother of nerves. It occupies the
mind without demanding concentration. You can,
if you please, take omens from your results. I fancy
that it was Dick Lacy who taught me Miss Milligan*
Dick, who was one of our original first line, was
another unexpected feature of the Amara Mess* He
was nearly twenty-one but looked a good deal
younger. He was completely unlike Robert Palmer;
yet, like Palmer, he obviously lived a private life of
his own in our Aldershot-overseas. Both of them, if
you believe in " types," may be conceded to have been
public school types. That is to say, beneath their well-
marked individual idiosyncrasies, there was a sub-
stratum of qualities which any one who knew the
System must have recognised* Not that they were
the same qualities. Palmer, if you like, was the
conscientious prefect, perpetually anxious for his
erratic flock. Nor was it only the troubles of his
immediate flock at Amara which exercised him so
deeply; heredity and upbringing combined to make
it inevitable that he should feel responsible, almost
before he had grown up, for the troubles of the world
itself. Dick, on the other hand, had not been a prefect
at Bradfield. He enjoyed life without worrying over
its meaning, or its defects. He was a well-disciplined
subaltern, but in private still found it as difficult to
take military authorities seriously as does the Fifth
Form not to draw caricatures of its ushers. He was
thoughtful for his platoon, not because he had a
highly developed sense of responsibility, but because